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Desires increase at every swelling draught;         265
Brisk vapours add new vigour to the thought
There Cupid's purple wings no flight afford,
But, wet with wine, he flutters on the board;
He shakes his pinions, but he cannot move;
Fixed he remains, and turns a maudlin love.        270
Wine warms the blood, and makes the spirits

flow;

Care flies, and wrinkles from the forehead go;
Exalts the poor, invigorates the weak ;
Gives mirth and laughter, and a rosy cheek.
Bold truths it speaks, and, spoken, dares main-
tain,                                                               275
And brings our old simplicity again.
Love sparkles in the cup, and fills it higher;
Wine feeds the flames, and fuel adds to fire.
But choose no mistress in thy drunken fit;
Wine gilds too much their beauties and their wit ^80
Nor trust thy judgment when the tapers dance;
But sober, and by day, thy suit advance.
By daylight Paris judged the beauteous three,
And for the fairest did the prize decree.
Night is a cheat, and all deformities                     ass
Are hid, or lessened, in her dark disguise.
The sun's fair light each error will confess,
In face, in shape, in jewels, and in dress.

Why name I every place where youths abound ?
Tis loss of time, and a too fruitful ground.         290
The Baian baths, where ships at anchor ride,
And wholesome streams from sulphur fountains

glide;

Where wounded youths are by experience taught,
The waters are less healthful than they thought;
Or Dian's fane, which near the suburb lies,         295
Where priests, for their promotion, fight a prize.
That maiden goddess is Love's mortal foe,
And much from her his subjects undergo.
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